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Pericles Prim eeftire. 

The Motto thu* ; SiefftSlanda fa** 

£W. An d what’s the fat and laft.the which the Knight him, 

-felfe with fitch a gracefulfcotirrcfie delitrtred ? 

TA*i. He feemes to bee a-fiffnget : but his Prefeot a 
A withered Branch, thit* only greenc at cap ; 

*" to M. outward (b«w «, 

anv way fpeake in his iutl commend •• For by his ruitie ouc-hde, 

“e^ppL«.ohau : p l! a.f=d, B otefteWM« le - th « tl !' 

la ,!Lr i He well may be a lirang-r, Ibi he comes to >» 

triumph ttvangdy fnrnnlit. 

, . Lord. And on (et purpofe let hi* armour rutt 
Vntili this day, to fcowte it in the dtrft. 

King. Opinion s but a foele, that makes vs lean 
The out wa d habitc, by the inward man. 

But ftay.the Knights are commiag, 

We will yvith-draw into the Ga lery- 

Greatjhntes^ndak try. 7 b* rutin* Knight. 

Enter the King *»d Knight j from t iking. 

King* Knights, to fay you’r welcome were fuperfluous. 
j placcvpon the volume of your deedes. 

As ina Tide page,your worth in arrnes ; 

Were more then you cxpe&,or more then s fit. 

Since eucry worth in fhew commends it felfc : 

Prepare for mirth, for mirth comes at a feaft. 

You arc princes and my guefts, 

That. But you my Knig ht and gueft. 

To whom this wreathe of viftory Igiue, 

And Crowne you King of this dayes happineffe. 

Per: Ttemoreby fortune (L ady)rhcnby merit. 

Kmg. Call itby what you wil l,the day is yours, 

And heerc, I hoped* noac shut cnuics it ; j 


PtriclesTHnctof Tyre, 

iRfratnir^ an Artifl,Art hath thu* decreed. 

To make fotne good, but others to exceed. 

And you her laboured fchollerrcome Quecne of ch tcair, 
for (daughter fo you are.herc take your place : 
liirtisll the reft, as they delcrue his grace. 
gmtbts. Wee are honoured much by good Simonides. 
KiJr. Yeur,prcfertt glads our daye*, honour we loue, 
For who hates honour hates the God aboue. 
yftrjl. Sir yonder is your place. 

Pm Same other is more fit. 

Contend not fir for we arc gentlemen. 

That neither in our heart* nor outward eyes 
Enuythe great, or doe the low defpife. 

You ate right curteou* Knights. 

Kmg Sit, fit, fit. 

By lone (l wonder) that is King of thoughts, 

Thtfe Cates refift me, he not thought vpow. 

Thai. By Inut (that is Quecne of Mariage) 

All Viands that I eate do iecrae vnfauory, 

Wiping him my meat : fure hee’s a gallant gentleman. 
King .Hee’sbut a country gentleman, has done no more 
Then other Knights haue done, has broke a ftaffe, 
Orfojletitpaffe. 

Thai. To me he feemed a Diomond to glafle. 

Per. You King’ato me, like to my fathers picture, * 
Which tels me in that glory once he was. 

And Princes fat like ftars about his Throne, 

And he the Sun, for them toreacrertce ; 

None that beheld him but like lefler lights, 

Did vaile their Crowitesto his fupremacy; 

Where new his fonne like a Glo-worme in the night, 
The which hath fire in darknefie none in light : 

Wheteby I fee that time’s the King of men, 
ton bee’s their parents and he is their graue. 

And giues them what he will not what they craue. 

King, what are you merry, Knights ? 

Kf'ghts, Who can be other inthi*royall ptefence? 


